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Summary: It's been 3 years since Dipper and Mabel's first stay in 
Gravity Falls, and they're going back for their 4th summer. This time 
however, they're here to stay. This will be a Choose Your Own 
Adventure story, this means that the story will be determined by the 
suggestions and requests by the readers. It can go any way, so there 
is no real summary yet. 


1. It wasn't me, I swear! 

This will be my first Gravity Falls story, and my second story 
overall. I don't have very much of a story planned out, because it 
will be based off of suggestions and requests I get. I hope you like 
it . 

You don't really need a disclaimer to know that I don't own Gravity 
Falls . 

Here are the rules for requests: 

1. No pairing requests without a reason and/or backstory. This is 
Choose Your Own Adventure, not choose your own pairing. If you want a 
certain pairing, you must give me some reason or plot behind it. 

2. Nothing rated M. You know what I mean. 

3. Nothing too vague, for example: 'Dipper encounters the gnomes.' 

Again, you guys are dictating where the story goes, not every little 
encounter, or event. That part is up to me. 

Now that that's out of the way. Chapter 2. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>It Wasn't Me, I Swear ! <strong> 



Late at night, a lone bus on an empty road quietly drove on in the 
dark. The bus was near empty, with the exception of a couple teenage 
kids, and a small balding man with glasses, a short graying beard, 
and ragged clothes. Dipper and Mabel were currently asleep near the 
back, Mabel snoring lightly with a small pig in her arms. The 
middle-aged looking man was silently watching out the window, 
listening to the quiet sounds of the road. The bus driver had quiet 
music on to help keep him awake in the waning hours of the night, and 
was lightly humming the tune. 

The older man watched as they passed a large sign bearing the words 
"Welcome To Gravity Falls" and lowly sighed. He looked at Mabel, her 
being the closer twin, and lightly nudged her. "Hey, this is your 
stop, right? Gravity Falls?" Mabel's eyes instantly shot open, an 
earsplitting grin spreading just as fast. She sprung up, and 
violently shook dipper awake, with a couple slaps for good 
measure . 

"Dipper, wake up! We're almost there!" Mabel squealed, almost 
strangling her poor pig. Dipper yawned and sat up, being used to 
waking up like this almost every morning. 

"Already? How long was I out?" He asked his beaming sister. 

Like the whole ride. Dipstick! It was sooo boring, so I just snuggled 
waddles. Thisguy said we justpassed the welcome signandweresocloseand 
I 'm soexcitedandicant stopshakingand- 

"Woah Mabel, slow down. Save all that energy for the woods tomorrow, 
we got a lot of catching up to do out there, " Dipper said. 

"I know, but I can't stop shaking, I get to see my girls again! And 
you get to see Wendy!" Mabel poked him in the face, still bouncing in 
her seat. "You get to catch up with your girlfriend!" 

"Yeah, I'm pretty excited t- Wait, shut up she's not my girlfriend," 
Dipper said through clenched teeth, slightly red in the face. "I told 
you I'm over her, she even said it herself. She's too old for 


"Yeah right," Mabel teased, "that's exactly what you said the last 
two years, but you still can't even talk without stuttering around 
her," Mabel said while drawing closer. "You loooove her, don't you 
Dipper? " 

"y-you're wrong," Dipper stuttered, glaring at his sister. "I said I 
gave her up. It just won't work, I'm just too young for 
her . " 

Mabel's grin widened, "You just said you're too young for her," she 
giggled . 

"So, " Dipper gulped. "What does that have to do with 
anything? " 

"Before you said she's too old for you, but now you said you're too 
young for her," she drew out, getting even closer. 


"B-but- 



"IT'S TRUE!" she screamed 


"I knew it! You DO love her!" 


"Fine, you got me, but it's still not gonna work. Just drop it? 
Please?" Dipper asked lowly. "I just don't want to get my hopes up 
again . " 

"Okay, Mr Downer Downington, " she replied, "But don't think you're 
getting out of this, we're talking about it later," she 
added . 

"Fine, whatever." Dipper grumbled. 

The rest of the ride carried out in silence, except for the 
occasional grunt from Waddles, while Mabel was tickling him. Dipper 
sat with Wendy's old hat over his face, hiding it from view. He sat 
thinking about his feelings for Wendy, and if he'll ever get over 
them. He wondered if Wendy would still want to hang out with him, her 
being 18 now. 'Would she just forget about me? Now that she's an 
adult and I'm only 15, will she just leave me and hang out with her 
friends? Am I still just a kid to-' 

His thoughts were interrupted by the hissing sound of the bus 
stopping. He and Mabel were about to step out when the older man 
stopped them. 

"Just remember what I told you Mabel, " the graying man warned. "Just 
be careful . " 

"Don't worry. I'll remember, we'll be fine," she assured. "Dipper and 
I have been here before, we know what we're doing." 

"Okay, just, be careful, alright?" He pleaded. 

"Alright, the mystery twins will be on alert, " Mabel beamed. 

This seemed to be enough for the older man, as he grunted and turned 
back towards the window. Dipper and Mabel then stepped off the bus, 
and into the lit street of Gravity Falls. Dipper stared at Mabel 
quizzically . 

"He was just telling us to be careful, and that the town is 
dangerous, no biggie, " she assured. 

"Alright I guess," Dipper said skeptically. "But how does he know 
this place is dangerous? Not even the people who live here seem to 
realize the danger around here." 

"I don't know, just leave it be, not everything has to be some crazy 
conspiracy bro, " Mabel scolded. "Maybe he just noticed something 
weird or whatever." 

"Fine, I'll try to leave it alone. No promises though." Dipper said, 
as they walked down the long driveway of the Mystery Shack. 

"Well I guess that's the best I can hope for," Mabel sighed. "I just 
wish you didn't over think everything all the time." 

"It's just in my nature Mabel," Dipper defended himself, "and 
besides, hasn't it gotten us out of a lot of trouble, on multiple 
occasions ? " 



"Yeah, but it gets us in trouble just as often, " Mabel 
teased . 

"Whatever," Dipper pouted in defeat. 

The twins walked up to the front door of the mystery shack, and 
opened the door. Unlocked, as usual. Mabel sat Waddles down on the 
floor, who went and curled up by Grunkle Stan's feet, who was 
sleeping in his chair in front of the television. Mabel was about to 
go and loudly wake her grunkle up, but Dipper put a hand on her 
shoulder and shook his head. It was 2 Am, and he wanted to let Stan 
sleep. They left Waddles at the old man's feet, and climbed the 
stairs to the attic. They sat down their bags, climbed in their beds, 
and slept. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"So yeah dudes, that's about the long and short of it," Soos 
explained, scratching under the fez that marked him as the Man of 
Mystery. "A couple months after you guys left last year. Melody moved 
into the shack with me." Both the twins had woken up around ten, and 
found Soos giving a tour to a few guests. After the tour. Dipper and 
Mabel went and started catching up with him. It seems he and Melody 
have started becoming more serious, even to the point of living 
together. "She and I have been staying in my old break room, while 
Abuelita is living in Mr. Pines' old room. I gotta tell you guys, 
this is pretty great, running the shack with her." Dipper nodded, a 
small smile on his face. Mabel on the other hand, could not stop 
bouncing. It was taking all she had to not squeal, and scare away all 
the customers . <p> 

"Oh you two are so cute!" Mabel couldn't contain herself, and 
squealed anyway. "Are you gonna ask her to marry you? What's it like 
to live together? Can I plan your wedding? How many babies do you 


"Aaand we're gonna go see Grunkle Stan, see you later, Soos," Dipper 
slapped a hand on her mouth, and quickly dragged her away, Mabel 
still firing off questions into his hand. 

"Alright, later dudes," Soos waved, silently thanking Dipper. 

Dipper finally got Mabel to calm down, and they made their way to the 
living room from the gift shop. There, they saw Stan and Ford happily 
chatting, and carrying fishing poles. 

"Hey kids, we were just about to hit the lake for some fishing, you 
wanna come? The Stan-O-War's got plenty of room for to more," Grunkle 
Stan asked them with a grin. "We've got a lot of catching up to do, 
haven't seen you in a couple years!" 

"No thanks, we'll let you guys hang out for a while. Mabel and I are 
gonna go check out the woods, gotta shake off the rust, you know?" 
Dipper grabbed something from his vest, and handed it to Ford. "I 
forgot to give this back when I last saw you. Great Uncle Ford, " 
Dipper said apologetically. 

"Oh that's alright, you need it more than me now, don't you?" 

Stanford pushed his journal back to Dipper. 



"That's the thing, I have my own journal now," Dipper excitedly said 
while pulling out another, with the symbol of a pine tree on it. "I 
have everything I need from the other journals, plus some of my own 
discoveries, " Dipper boasted proudly to his role model, while Ford 
tucked his own into his trench coat. 

"Oh, very impressive Dipper, mind if I have a look?" Dipper happily 
handed his journal to his great uncle, who immediately started 
flipping through the pages. "This is great! You have certainly been 
busy while I was gone, haven't you? Even I haven't seen a good number 
of the creatures in here," Ford said, handing back the journal. 
"Couldn't have done better myself. I'm proud of you. Dipper." 

Dipper happily soaked up the praise from the man he looks up to most. 
"Well, all that was from a couple summers here, so I had a lot of 
time, " dipper said while rubbing the back of his head. 

"Dipper, that's the amount I got done in six years in this place, and 
you got all that in three summers. I'm telling you, keep up the good 
work, " Ford told him, patting his head. 

"T-thanks . . . " was all Dipper could say under the praise, being 
overwhelmed by his swelling pride. 

"Now if only you were this good with girls, you'd have Wendy in no 
time," Grunkle Stan joked, nudging him with his elbow. All of 
Dipper's built up pride deflated in a moment, sputtering and 
coughing . . 

"B-but I don'ta€| I meana€ I said..." Dipper scrambled, trying to 
deny his crush. 

"I'm just messin with ya kid, I'm sure you'll do just fine with the 
ladies, if you're anything like me," Grunkle Stan laughed. 

"You got me there Grunkle Stan, " Dipper laughed a little too loudly, 
trying to roll with it, "Good one! Well, Mabel and I gotta go now, 
bye!" he quickly said, rushing off with Mabel. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Dipper and Mabel were walking through the woods, the Mystery 
Shack disappearing behind the trees. These trees looked all too 
familiar to them, as they came out here almost every day in these 
past few summers. They walked along their usual path, waving to a 
passing gnome who was out walking a squirrel. The gnome waved back, 
and went along his day.<p> 

"Remember when those guys wanted to marry me? Ugh.." Mabel shivered 
as she recalled being kidnapped by Jeff and his group of 
gnomes . 

"Yeah, but they're pretty cool when they aren't trying to find a 
queen," Dipper reasoned. "Who would've known they would find a goblin 
attractive? I thought they only liked humans." 

"Well to be fair, goblins aren't as ugly as stories make them out to 
be. They look just like humans, but they're just small, green, and 
have pointy ears, " Mabel explained. They both chuckled, as they hiked 



on. "So what exactly are we looking for, anyway?" 

"Eh, nothing in particular. Anything out of the ordinary, really. 

Just something to get us in the zone," Dipper replied. "I would go 
see Multibear, but that's kind of an all day thing, him being up on 

the mountain and all. It's a pretty long hike." The twins were both 

trying to think of a place to go that would quench Dipper's thirst 
for adventure. Mabel was just happy to tag along, and hang out with 
her brother. 

"Maybe we could-" 

Dipper was cut off mid-sentence when he and Mabel almost stumbled 
into a twenty foot ditch in the middle of the path. There was a mossy 
stone cave near the bottom of the ditch. They paused and stared at 
the opening, which they were sure wasn't there last summer. They 
frequented this path enough to know every tree, every stump, log, and 
rock by heart. That cave was new. 

"Well, I guess we found what we're doing today, bro ! " Mabel nudged 
her brother. 

"I don't know, I'm getting some pretty nasty vibes coming from there. 
You think we should go get Soos and Wendy? I'm sure they would be 
glad to come help investigate," Dipper said cautiously, "I'm not 
quite sure what to think of this..." 

"Nah, we don't need them. It feels fine to me," Mabel smirked at 
Dipper. "You just want a reason to hang out with Wendy." Dipper 
frowned, then looked at his sister. 

"That's not why Mabel, this place just doesn't sit right with me. We 
should just leave and come back when we have more people..." Dipper 
tried, looking back in the direction of the shack. 

"Nonsense! Here, I'll show you. This cave isn't dangerous, it just 
looks spooky, " Mabel stated. "You stay here. Alpha Twin here will 
show you how it's done," she said as she hopped down towards the 
cave . 

"Mabel, wait!" Dipper tried running after her, but tripped and fell 
on his face. His laces were tied by some dastardly fiend. "Dang it 
Mabel, when did you have time to do that?!" He yelled after her. He 
turned his head around, and saw a dark figure. He didn't even have 
time to scream. 

"When you were thinking about Wendy!" Mabel called back, walking into 
the cave. "And by that I mean when you were talking, and looked 
away!" Mabel stopped a second, and peeked her head out. "You see, the 
joke is that you're always thinking about Wendy, and that you 
thinking about Wendy had nothing to do with when I tied your laces!" 
Mabel paused, then shrugged when she got no response. He was probably 
just busy appreciating the cleverness of her joke. That, or he was 
amazed at her ninja stealth skills. Still, dipper should be denying 
his crush by now. Mabel turned back, and continued exploring the 
empty cave. "Alright, be grumpy. I'll just investigate this place on 
my own," she called up, and walked deeper into the cave. 


'whatever, he'll just catch up in a couple minutes when he stops 
being so grouchy, ' Mabel thought as she walked down the slightly 



downward slope of the cave. 'Yeah, any minute.' She was walking at a 
snail's pace with her flashlight out, giving dipper plenty of time to 
catch up. The walls were surprisingly dry, and lacking the moss that 
the entrance had. The floor was becoming less dirty, and more rocky. 
It was almost looking like someone had been carving a tunnel, but 
what could have carved this far in a year? 

Mabel stopped, realizing something. This was not an ordinary cave. 
Something, or somebody had created this, and it was starting to 
become more and more eerie the further she explored. Turning around 
and quickly and heading back towards the entrance, Mabel heard a 
scream that sounded very familiar to Dipper's, but something was 
different. It almost sounded like someone was screaming with him, but 
she only heard one voice. She broke into a full sprint. If her past 
experiences told her anything in this moment, it was that Dipper was 
in trouble. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later at the shack, Soos was busy sweeping the floor. With there 
being no customers at the moment, Soos had a bit of free time to 
relax and hang out with Wendy, who was reading a magazine at the 
register. The place looked about the same as when it was under the 
management of Stan. There were a few new additions, such as a stuffed 
raccoon with fake spider legs sewn on, titled: ' Arachnicoon ' , and a 

portrait of a face that looks like a rock face, titled: 'The Face 

That Looks Like a Rock.' People were often confused, thinking that it 
was a portrait of a rock that looks like a face, while it was clearly 
the other way around. Obviously . <p> 

"It's weird to think that it's only been three years since we first 
met the twins," Soos said, breaking the silence. "It feels like I've 
known them for way longer then that." 

"I know, right? Time's been going by like, really slowly without them 
at the shack, it feels so empty without them here, " Wendy replied, 
with a small smile on her face. "It's only been what, three years? 

And it feels like I've known them my whole life. It's super boring 
without them here, dude." 

"Yeah, we had a lot of fun, didn't we?" Soos sighed. "With what 
they've been through, its kinda hard to call them kids anymore, you 
know? To be honest, sometimes it feels like they're older than me, 
crazy right?" 

"Not really, even when they were only 12, Dipper fit right in with 
us, it was like he was one of the guys, and he was 3 or 4 years 
younger than all of us. He even handled all those life-threatening 
situations better everybody else, and he still does. It's like he 
always knew what to do, when the time called for it. They're really 
something," Wendy reminisced. "They don't feel like kidsa€ i they're 
just, you know, them." 

"I bet that any minute, the twins are going to burst through the door 
with a new mystery to solvea€ | " Soos looked to the front door for a 
few seconds, and turned back. "Nope, I guess no-" 

' CRASH ' 


The door was slammed open, with a heaving Mabel dragging an 



unconscious Dipper through it. Mabel looked like hell. Her arms and 
legs had cuts and bruises all over them, mainly from running a couple 
miles through the woods and brush back to the shack for the golf 
cart. There was no way she could carry him all the way back, and she 
didn't have time to stop and get help. It was dangerous enough 
leaving him alone in those woods as it is. 

"Woah, what happened Mabel?" Wendy asked as she rushed to Dipper's 
side. Soos ran to the medicine cabinet for the first aid kit. "You 
guys look like you just went through Weirdmageddon all over again!" 
Wendy felt Dipper's head, and it felt cold. He was breathing shakily, 
and mumbling in his sleep. 

Soos ran back with the supplies and started wrapping the kids with 
bandages. "Are you dudes okay?" 

Mabel proceeded to explain what happened after she found him above 
the ditch, where she found him unconscious, and sweating profusely. 
She had tried carrying and dragging him back, to no avail. She just 
wasn't that strong. She had thought about yelling and waiting for 
help, but the woods were way too dangerous at night to risk staying 
there. The best thing she could do was go get the cart, and speed 
back to him. She explained his condition the best she could, but was 
no doctor. Stan and Ford were both still out fishing, and wouldn't be 
back until after dark. It was only 4. Soos ' s truck had been broken 
down, so taking him to the hospital was out of the question. 

The best they could really do was watch him here, and make sure he 
stayed warm. He was now on his bed, with blankets piled on top of 
him. They had no idea what was wrong, and could only sit and 
worry . 

"We just need to wait until Stan gets back, then we can drive him to 
the hospital, " Wendy sighed. "He should be fine, he seems to be 
calming down a little." 

"I should have listened to him when he said it was dangerous there," 
Mabel sniffed. "It's my fault. I knew Dipper had a good danger sense, 
but I wanted to tease him. I went too far..." 

"Dawg, don't talk like that. You know it's not your fault, you 
couldn't have known this would happen," Soos assured her. "I'm sure 
he'll be fine . ' 

"Yeah, he'll be fine. Remember, after the beating that Bill gave his 
body when he possessed dipper?" Wendy asked. "It only took him a day 
to recover. He only felt a bit sore the next day." 

"Yeah, you guys are probably right, " Mabel yawned, and put her head 
on Dipper's bed. "I think I'm gonna take a nap. Wake me up when 
Grunkle Stan gets back, or if Dipper wakes up please?" 

"Sure thing hambone, " Soos said, walking out of the room. "I gotta 
close up the shack. I'll be back in a few." 

"Well," Wendy started after he walked out, "I don't think Soos will 
care if I hang out for the rest of the day. I'll be downstairs if you 
need me . " 


It was only six, but everybody was a little worn out for today. It 



was a slow day, so it should be fine if he closes up shop. Melody 
should be getting back from Portland tomorrow, as she was staying at 
her friend's house for the week. If Soos wanted to have some energy 
for her tomorrow, he needed some rest. It had been a stressful day, 
which is saying a lot for Soos. Ever since he started running the 
shack, he had wanted to try and mature up, and make Stan proud. 
'Trying to become someone else is exhausting, ' Soos thought. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The next morning, everybody was up early and checking on Dipper. 
Soos had informed the two Grunkles, and Ford had been searching up 
those symptoms in the journals. So far, nothing had come up, so he 
needed more information. It was 7 Am, and Dipper was still asleep. He 
had stopped writhing, and his temperature was almost back up to 
normal, so Stan decided that Dipper didn't need to go to the 
hospital . <p> 

"He probably fell and hit his head on a rock or something, " Stan 
said, observing the sleeping Dipper. "He seems fine to me." 

"Well Stanley, Dipper doesn't have any bruise or cut on his head that 
would indicate that," Stanford observed. "Maybe he got heatstroke. It 
was pretty hot out yesterday, and he likes to wear that thick hat and 
vest. Although his temperature was too low, not high. Hmm..." 

"No, you guys got it all wrong! You didn't hear him scream. It 
sounded different from his! He definitely saw something before he 
conked out, " Mabel reasoned, teary-eyed. 

Stan put a hand on Mabel's shoulder. "Well sweetie, you two are so 
used to being in paranormal and odd situations, maybe this one was 
normal for a change. Nothing really seems wrong with him," Stan told 
her . 

Mabel was about to retort, when she saw something stir on the 
bed . 

"Wrong with who?" Asked a sleepy Dipper, who yawned and scratched his 
back . 

"Dipper, you're okay!" Mabel jumped and wrapped him in a 
bone-crushing hug. 

"Woah back off, I'm still stiff!" Dipper said angrily, shoving her 
off of him. "That hurts!" 

"Hey, what gives?" Stan asked quickly, grabbing Dipper's shoulder, 
"Your sister was worried sick! Apologize to Mabel, she was only 
trying to hug you, " Stan ordered him, pointing to a confused 
Mabel . 

Dipper sighed, and looked to Mabel. "Sorry," he said halfheartedly, 
and looked back to Stan. "Happy?" Dipper then stood up and walked out 
of the room, leaving everybody dumbfounded. 

Mabel looked to her Grunkle. "Did I do something wrong, Grunkle 
Stan?" She asked, voice shaking slightly. 

"No, sweetie, you're brother is just being a jerk," Stan half 



growled, glaring at the door. "I'll be right back." Stan then stood 
up, and marched out of the room. 'The hell is wrong with him?' Dipper 
would never talk to Mabel like that, no matter how annoyed he was. 
Ford followed soon after, making sure Mabel was okay. Something was 
wrong . 

Out front, Wendy was pulling in with her bike just in time to see an 
angry Dipper, marching out of the shack. 

"Dipper, you're alright," Wendy jogged up to him, relieved. Dipper 
didn't respond, and kept walking towards the woods. 

"Dude, is something wrong? Are you okay?" She put a hand on his 
shoulder, keeping up with his brisk pace. "Hey, slow down!" 

Dipper pushed her arm off, and turned around. Being this close to her 
would normally make his face beet red, he would sweat like a pig, and 
he wouldn't be able to stop stuttering. 

"Screw off Wendy, I don't wanna talk," he snapped. 

With that, he turned and kept walking towards the woods. It made 
Wendy stop dead in her tracks, and look at him as he walked off. She 
hadn't seen Dipper talk like that to anyone, ever. Especially not 
her. She was aware of his huge crush for her ever since 3 years ago, 
and he had never once snapped, or even been angry at her for all she 
knew. If she wasn't so dumbfounded at the time, she might have 
noticed that the whites of his eyes were now gray. 

Adrenaline hit, as she realized something. That wasn't Dipper. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Author ' s Notes<strong> 

Q. What happened to Dipper? What did he see before he fell 
unconscious ? 

A. H enms jmnw, sgcs hr to sn ynt ftyr. (keyword) 

This chapter's idea was requested by Wanil8970. 

If you haven't noticed, I deleted the prologue because it didn't 
really have anything to do with the story. This makes readers not 
really want to read the rest of the story, so I flat out just got rid 
of it. This chapter will do nicely for a prologue anyway. 

After each chapter, I will do my best to respond to each review, so 
here goes. 

Fereality: Thanks, I cleaned the prologue up some, it should look a 
bit better. 

Guest: Well, crap. I read the rules, and that is in fact true. 

Usually CYOA is multiple choice based, so hopefully that's what they 
meant, but I doubt it. I guess I'll find out sooner or later. Thanks 
for the advise, but I will continue advertising it as a CYOA, because 
that's what it is. If it does end up getting taken down, I will 
re-post it, continuing it on my own. I would still be taking 
requests, just not advertising it as such. 



Wanil8970: Thanks, I used your Idea. Hopefully, this is close to what 
you had in mind. 


Catspats31: As I said in Chapter one, I will only be using PM'ed 
requests. The reason I am doing it this way is because I do not want 
others to see the requests. Everything is supposed to remain a 
mystery to others, except the one who requested it. Even then, I put 
my own twist on the requests, so it's still (kind of) a mystery to 
them . 

Remember, this is a CYOA story. This means that the story is dictated 
by you guys, and I will be using the ideas given to me by the 
readers. Please do not post ideas and requests in the reviews, and be 
sure to pm me if you have one. I'm counting on your ideas! 


2. Who am I? who are you? 

I'm bit disappointed in the amount of suggestions I'm getting. This 
chapter was done with no requests or suggestions, because nobody gave 
me any. Wanli8970 offered to suggest again, but I turned her down. I 
love hearing from her, but I also want to hear from more of you! Give 
me ideas! I want to see Gravity Falls from your guy's viewpoints, not 
just my own, that's the main reason I wanted to write this story. 

It's you guys that are deciding what happens, not me. I would like to 
keep this story true to it's title, if at all possible. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>Who are you? Who am I?<strong>_ 

Mabel was upset. She had seen her brother get frustrated, and annoyed 
at her, but not once had she seen Dipper angry. Even though Mabel 
would constantly egg him on. Dipper never lost his temper with her. 
She would poke him, tease him, and push him. She would scream in his 
ear, then laugh when he yelped and fell over. She would even pretend 
like she was going to expose his feelings to Wendy, and the worst he 
would do is cover her mouth and pull her away. He could be grouchy 
sometimes, and even raise his voice when she was going too far. 

But never was he angry at her. 

Was it something she said over at the cave? Did she somehow hurt his 
pride, or touch a nerve with that Wendy thing? All she knew was that 
her twin brother, and best friend was angry at her for the first time 
in her life, and she felt horrible. If there was any time for 
Sweatertown, it was now. 

Sweatertown, however, could wait. Mabel had a jerkhead brother to 
find. She had seen what had happened with Wendy through the window, 
and after what she saw, she was convinced that something was wrong. 
Even if Wendy had torn his journal to pieces and threw the other 
three in a fire, he wouldn't have it in him to have a single negative 
emotion directed at her. There was no way Dipper could have snapped 
at Wendy like that, unless that wasn't Dipper. 

Mabel wiped her eyes, and stoop up. "I'm coming for you, bro-bro, " 
Mabel said quietly, as she left to find her Grunkles. 



><p>Stan and Ford were searching around the Shack for Dipper, after 
he stormed out. They had heard him slam the door, so they knew he was 
outside somewhere. That kid was crazy if he thought they would just 
let him wander around freely after what had just happened. <p> 

To say that Stan was in a bad mood would be like saying that the 
Manotaurs were kinda obnoxious. He just watched his nephew snap at 
his saint of a niece, and make her cry. It would be one thing if 
Dipper just shoved her. Siblings fight all the time, especially 
twins. He would know, because he had accidentally cast his twin 
brother into an interdimensional portal in the middle of an all out 
brawl. This, however, was completely different. Stan had seen that 
cold glare Dipper sent her way, and to Stan, that was far more 
damaging than a couple cuts or bruises, or maybe a broken bone or 
two . 

Family meant everything to Stan. He knew how it felt to be pushed 
away and shunned by your twin brother. It hurt. That glare Dipper had 
sent her was full of both ice, and red hot fury. He knew that glare 
all too well, as that was the same look he got from his father when 
he was kicked out. He would be damned if he let Mabel, his sweet, 
innocent little angel of a niece go through the same thing. He was 
going to either talk, or manhandle some sense into that kid, for both 
Dipper's, and Mabel's sake. 

Ford was going through a similar dilemma, but he was thinking more 
logically than emotionally. What made Dipper freak like that? While 
that hug looked pretty painful, it was more a show of affection than 
anything. He knew Dipper pretty well, because he though and acted a 
lot like himself. They both thought rationally, and logically. Sure, 
emotion could influence them, but not to this degree. Dipper loved 
his sister more than anybody else, and that was saying something. He 
was pretty sure that Dipper would gladly throw himself off a cliff if 
he thought would make this Wendy girl crack a smile. 

Speaking of Wendy, here she comes now. 

"Wendy, have you seen Dipper? ! " Stan asked her with both anger and 
concern in his voice. "He just came out here, please tell me you saw 
him ! 

"Yeah, I was looking for you guys to help me go get him. He went into 
the woods over that way, " she quickly said as she pointed in the 
direction he stormed into, worry etched into her face. "I'm not so 
sure that's Dipper, Man." 

"Dipper or not, that brat has hell to pay, " Stan said, rolling up his 
sleeves as he started marching towards the woods. "I love the kid to 
pieces, but there's no way I'm letting him get away with treating 
Mabel like that." 

"Wait, did he flip out on Mabel too?" Wendy asked, her voice becoming 
urgent . 

"Wait," Stanley paused, "How did you know?" 

"Lucky guess," She mumbled as she followed the two older men. "Follow 
me, I think he went this way." 



"Alright, lead the way, " Stan said as he quickly walked behind his 
former employee. He would drag Dipper back to Mabel and make him 
apologize if he had to. Like hell he was going to let their 
relationship fall apart like his own family had. 

Stanford would have said something in this little ordeal, but he knew 
it would fall on deaf ears. Once his brother got like this, there 
wasn't a force on earth that would stop him. The best Ford could do 
now is help him, and hope nothing bad happened. Hopefully Dipper will 
have calmed down by the time they find him, because he was sure Stan 
won't have. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Dipper woke up leaning against a tree. His head felt like it was 
splitting in half, and his muscles were screaming like he had run a 
marathon the previous day. He groaned as he sat up, taking in his 
surroundings. He saw the ditch that Mabel had run into, which led to 
the mossy cave . <p> 

He stood up, and started to recall what had happened. He and Mabel 
were out exploring the woods, when they came across the ditch he was 
standing near. He didn't want to go inside without some backup, 
because he was getting some really creepy vibes from that place. 

Mabel however, went in to explore without him. He was calling after 
her, when he turned around and saw something dark. 

After that. Dipper couldn't really remember a thing. He just 
remembered searing pain, then nothing. For all he knew, Mabel was 
still in the cave. 

"Mabel!" He called, "Mabel, can you hear me? Where did you go?" 

Dipper paused, and listened for a response. 

Nothing. He looked towards the cave, and raised an eyebrow. He wasn't 
feeling anything weird from it. He was about to go delve into the 
cave, as he noticed the sun's position. When he blacked out, it had 
been late afternoon, coming evening. He had been out all night, in 
the woods, alone. 

"MABEL!" Without another thought, he took off into the cave, 
desperately calling for Mabel. If he was out there all night, that 
meant Mabel was in the cave all night. The same cave that he felt all 
that danger coming from. Mabel could be trapped in there, lost, or 
worse. It didn't even register in his mind that her footprints were 
also leading out of the cave. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>While the two Grunkles and Wendy were out searching for Dipper, 
and Dipper was searching for Mabel, Mabel was currently searching for 
her Grunkles. She needed to find them if she wanted to get to Dipper. 
As much as she hated to admit it, she was very oblivious. She was 
never very good at tracking, or anything that required being 
observant. That was more Dipper's thing. She knew Stan and Ford were 
out looking for him, and she knew that they wouldn't be as hard to 
find. Stan tended to be quite loud, and Ford would be with 
him. <p> 



She was outside now, looking for any sign of the two old men or 
Dipper, with no such luck. If she went out into the woods to look for 
them, chances are she would get lost. She would be fine if she took 
the trail, but she doubted Dipper would take the trail if he didn't 
want to be found. 

Dejected, she walked back into the Shack. The most she could do now 
was wait for Dipper to come back, then go out with him to search for 
the others. She had tried calling them, but they had no reception out 
in the woods . 

"Where did you go. Dipper?" she sniffed. 

"What was that, dude?" Soos asked as he poked his head into her and 
Dipper ' s room . 

"Oh, it was nothing, Soos," she said, putting up a fake smile . "What ' s 
up? " 

"Not much, I'm just getting the place ready for when Melody gets 
back, " he said. Soos may not be the smartest guy around, but he could 
tell when a friend was hiding something. "What's wrong, hambone? You 
look a little down." 

"I'm fine Soos," She lied. "I'm just a little tired is all." 

"Well that's good, for a second there I was gonna have to provide 
emotional support or something," he chuckled. If she didn't want to 
talk about it, he wouldn't try and force it out of her. That was more 
her thing, anyway. "But seriously, I'm here if you need anything," 
Soos said, as he continued sweeping the hallway. 

"Thanks Soos, " she said, her happy mask still on until Soos was out 
of sight. She would tell him what was up, but she didn't want to 
worry him. As good as his intentions were, she didn't think he could 
really help in this situation. Soos wasn't too good with directions, 
and Mabel knew he would go out searching anyway. If people thought 
she was purehearted, then they definitely hadn't ever seen Soos. 

"I hope they're doing better than I am..." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"What's the holdup Wendy? Why are we going so slow? Stan asked, 
frustration evident in his voice. "We've been out here for over an 
hour, and we still haven't found him! Aren't you supposed to be some 
kind of expert tracker or something? "<p> 

"Well Dipper obviously doesn't want to be found. He shouldn't be too 
far ahead, if he went through this much trouble to cover his tracks, " 
Wendy responded, as she inspected a patch of loose dirt. "Still, I 
didn't know he could be this stealthy. He must have picked up a few 
tricks over the last couple summers." 

"Well either way, we gotta find him before I start to worry." Stan 
was still angry at his nephew, but as time went by he grew more and 
more worried. He might be Dipper, but this was still possibly the 
most dangerous forest on Earth. 


"Stanley, do you think he may be going to the place where Mabel found 



him unconscious?" Ford asked his brother, "he may be trying to find 
out what happened." 

Wendy slapped a hand to her face. Of course that's where he was 
going. They were heading straight for that place, and she didn't even 
realize it. She knew every nook and cranny of this forest, and she 
knew exactly where this new cave was from Mabel's description of the 
area . 

"Guys, let's head over this way. I know where he's going, and he's 
probably already there," Wendy said to the two old men behind her. 
"The cave where Mabel found him is about half a mile this way. 

They both nodded and followed her further into the woods. Stan had 
learned to trust Wendy a long time ago when it came to these things, 
because if anybody had an intuition it was Wendy, especially when it 
came to her friends. Neither one of them talked after that, as they 
silently followed her. The time for conversation was later, after 
they found Dipper. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They were catching up to him. Dipper had been sure to cover up 
his tracks as much as he could while still moving at a decent pace. 

If it weren't for Wendy and her tracking skills, they would have lost 
him a long time ago. Why were they still following him? He had been 
incredibly hostile to them all in the short time he had been awake, 
but they won't give up.<p> 

"Just leave me alone," he growled lowly. He would have screamed it 
out at the top of his lungs, but he was pretty sure that would give 
away his position in the woods. It was very quiet out here, so any 
noise would be quite noticeable. 

Dipper was mad. He was seething. If he saw anybody right now, he was 
pretty sure that he would attack them. He was really surprised that 
he didn't lash out at Stan or Wendy when they grabbed his 
shoulder . 

'Why am I so mad?' Dipper thought, as he kicked a gnome that was in 
his way. What was it's name? Snebble-rock? Whatever. He doesn't 
remember anybody doing anything to make him this angry, he just knew 
that he was on the verge of exploding. 

Finally, his destination was in sight. There was the cave he 
remembered being at before he blacked out. He had to find out what 
had happened to him, before he gave into his rage. 

He walked up to the ditch and slowly started to descend to the cave. 
If he wanted to find his answers, they were here in here. Dipper's 
eyes narrowed and he picked up a branch when he saw fresh footprints 
coming out of the cave. 

Somebody was in here. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Back at the Mystery Shack, Soos was waiting for his girlfriend to 
get back from Portland. Melody was supposed to be back any minute, 
and Soos could not be any more excited. Even though it wasn't any 



more than a week, it had felt like forever since he had seen 
Melody . <p> 

"Hey Mabel, could you help me out with this spot on the roof? Melody 

asked me to re-shingle it right before she left and I totally spaced 

on that." Soos knew he could easily do it on his own, but he knew 
Mabel was in a bad mood, and some busy work was sure to take whatever 
it was off her mind. It always cheered him up, anyways. 

"Sure Soos, I'll be right up," Mabel said, perking up at a chance to 

help. "Just let me put on my hardhat sweater!" 

If there was anything that could pass the time, it was hanging out 
with Soos. Soos always knew what to do to cheer somebody up. He was 
the nicest guy she ever knew, and nobody cared more about their 
friends than him. Soos was just a big, fluffy, happy teddy bear, and 
it was impossible to be sad around him. 

After slipping on a new sweater, Mabel pushed the bad thoughts from 
her head as she climbed up to the roof. It was easy to get to the top 
of the shack from Wendy's little relaxation spot, so they didn't need 
to go all the way out back to grab the ladder. For some reason, Stan 
didn't want Soos keeping a ladder in the tool closet. Weird... 

"Hey Soos, " Mabel started, "What do you need help with? The roof 
looks fine to me." 

"Well I already finished re-shingling it, but it needs something 
else..." Soos hinted. 

"Whats it nee-" Mabel's mouth snapped shut when her eyes spotted 
something. It was a whole bucket of glitter, and a large roll of 
stickers. Her eyes drifted to a grinning Soos, who just nodded. Her 
face brightened further every second that passed by, until she 
squealed . 

"Eeeeeeee!" Grunkle Stan never let me do this!" She yelled loudly as 
she got to work throwing handfuls of glitter at the roof. "I'm gonna 
make this the best looking shack in town!" 

Soos watched the blur as she covered the roof in sparkles. Thankfully 
it was supposed to rain tonight, so the glitter should wash off. If 
this wouldn't cheer Mabel up, he didn't know what would. It would 
also give Melody a nice surprise when she got back, which was a 
plus . 

"Don't take it too far. Mister Pines is gonna chew me out enough as 
it is, " Soos chuckled. He started fidgeting uncomfortably, and 
glanced back at the bucket of glitter. "Oh what the heck!" Soos 
grabbed two handfuls from the bucket and threw them at Mabel. Mabel 
froze and stared at him, then he saw arguably the biggest smile he'd 
seen since she got here stretch across the majority of her face. The 
size of that grin would have been creepy if it weren't Mabel. 

She snorted and grabbed more glitter, as they began the most intense 
glitter dual the Mystery Shack had ever seen. 


Melody smiled as she watched them go at it from the end of the 
driveway . 



><p>It was strange. Even this deep into the cave. Dipper could still 
see perfectly clear. It shouldn't be light in here, because there was 
no way that sunlight should be able to reach this far. There was 
definitely magic involved here, that was for sure . <p> 

Dipper had been walking down this cave for quite a while. There was 
no real way to tell, but Dipper was sure that he had spent over an 
hour walking. He had recently found the end of the tunnel, and the 
cave had transformed dramatically. The ground and walls had turned 
from dirt, to rock, to expertly carved stone brick. 

This would have been exciting to Dipper, but there was only one 
problem. Mabel wasn't here. He had wasted at least a whole hour 
looking in here for her, while she could still be in danger. After 
inspecting the plain square room at the end of the cave for signs of 
Mabel, he had decided to turn around and head back out. If Mabel 
wasn't here, the only place he could really think of was the 
shack . 

"But why would she leave me here? There is no way Mabel would just 
leave me out in the woods, so there's something else going on here." 
Dipper said to nobody in particular. "If Mabel headed back to shack, 
she must have been getting help. If she made it out of the cave, then 
I know she's okay, she can handle herself perfectly fine out there." 
Dipper racked his brain for answers as to what happened to his 
sister . 

"If help didn't come, then she must have gotten lost." He shook his 
head at the idea. "No, she knows her way around these woods just as 
well as I do. There is no way she could have gotten lost." Dipper 
started pulling at his hair, frustrated and scared for his sister. 
"Where the hell is Mabel?!" 

"She's perfectly safe back at the shack," a familiar voice 
stated . 

Immediately, Dipper was on guard. There was nobody in the cave on his 
way in, so somebody must have followed him. Out of a shadow, a figure 
stepped forward. Dipper gasped and stepped back, as he pointed at 
none other thana€ | himself. He stayed silent, as he cautiouslt sized 
up this new Dipper, and immediately noticed his gray eyes. 

Said Gray-eyed Dipper was very confused. Who was this imposter? He 
didn't wait to find out as he swung his thick branch like a bat 
Directly into his stomach. 

Dipper wheezed and fell to his knees as all the air in his lungs was 
forced out of him. He looked up just in time to roll away from an 
incoming downward strike. 

"Wh-who are you?" Dipper choked out as he struggled to breathe. "Why 
do you look like me? We locked up the shapeshifter a long time 
ago ! " 

"I should be asking you the same thing," Gray-eyed Dipper snarled. 

Who did this imposter think he was? "Why did you dress up like me, 
huh? Are you trying to replace me?" He demanded, but was met with 
silence. "TELL ME!" 



Dipper flinched back as he rose to his feet. "I don't know what 
you're talking about, but I know I'm Dipper. If anybody is an 
imposter, it's you." 

"Shut up!" The Gray-eyed Dipper had heard enough, and swung his 
branch again with a rage fueled scream. This blow however, had barely 
grazed Dipper. It had also left an opening that Dipper fully intended 
to exploit. 

Before he had time to react, he felt a fist bury itself into his 
side. Gray Dipper gasped, dropped his branch, and clutched his side. 
As he was keeled over, a punch to his face threw him to the 
ground . 

"Before you attack me, you should at least try to understand the 
situation," Dipper said as he rubbed his sore fist. It seems he had 
inherited Grunkle Stan's left hook. "I can tell you're just as 
confused as me, so at least I know you're telling the truth. You 
really do think you're me..." 

As Dipper trailed off. Gray Dipper was reaching for his branch. As he 
felt his hand wrap around it, a smirk came to his face. 

"I AM DIPPER PINES, YOU SACK OF-" 

A solid kick to the head silenced the violent Dipper, and knocked him 
out cold. 

Dipper stared at the unconscious version of himself, and 
sighed . 

"Guess I'd better get him out of here..." Dipper mumbled, rubbing his 
sore stomach. He wrapped a limp arm around his shoulder, put his free 
hand around the other Dipper's waist, and began to drag him out of 
the cave. "At least Mabel is at home safe..." 

The trek back to the shack was going to be a long one. At least he 
thought so, because he didn't know that the rescue party was entering 
the cave . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Author ' s Notes<strong> 

Q. Who is this new Dipper? Why is he like this? 
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After each chapter, I will do my best to respond to each review, and 
state whose requests I used. Here goes. 

Nobody requested this time. 

Wanli8970: I'm glad the last chapter was what you had in mind, but 
this one did change it up a bit. 


TJayl006: Remember, I will not use your ideas if they are posted in 
the reviews. Make sure you PM me your requests, or you won't see it 



in the story. 


fereality: Thanks, I'm glad you like it. While as you can see this 
isn't exactly a possession, it's not exactly Dipper either. 

Dark Rebel: I don't know, the pairings are all decided by the 
direction that the requests take me. While I won't take flat-out 
pairing requests, I will take them if there is something that leads 
up to the situation. 

Well, there you have it. Sorry for the short chapter, I started a bit 
late. I will always wait 3 days after a chapter if I do not get any 
requests. This will give people a chance to send their requests to me 
before I start writing, but the chapter will be shorter if I do not 
receive any requests. I will start writing the day I get a request, 
but I will try to incorporate all the ideas that get sent to me 
afterward . 

I have decided that I will post new chapters within a week of the 
previous one. I might post early if I finish quickly, buy my deadline 
is a week. There is no set day of the week I will post. 

Remember, this is a CYOA story. This means that the story is dictated 
by you guys, and I will be using the ideas given to me by the 
readers. Please do not post ideas and requests in the reviews, and be 
sure to pm me if you have one. I'm counting on your ideas! 


End 
f ile . 



